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OR, THE 


Cone. B it iſh Invention. 0 


USE, ſing the Mountaineer, the Briton, 
Who firſt the ſly Invention hit on, 
That uſeful Engine, fam'd Device, 
A Priſon for the tiny Mice, 
In Hudibraſian Rhime relate 1 
Deſtructive Gins, n, Fate, ” 
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Thou God of Poeten 150 Lieht, 


N AMR with thy enliv ning Spright, l | OTE Ld 
(For Poets ſay, nay ſwear it 88 | 
. Thou Wert thy {elf to Mice a Foe 3) 7 


Come jnto Wales, thou need'ſt not paſt us, 
There's Hills enow for one Parnaſſus, 


There ſtay, and help my Muſe,” which ſings 
8 In Seils nn little Things. Rh 


Az ES The 


2 rar F 7 1 5 dite bun. 


The e Mouſe, chat HE plPring o 
A very Felon, Thief by Nature. 18 
A little Vagabond, would venture. 
Where-ever Luft of: Spoil bad entern 
And long &er Means were found of topping | 
His ſurreptitious Interloping ; 2 
Long time he us'd theſe wicked Arts, 
Plund'ring the Cuſtards, and the Tarts, 
Unpuniſh'd, fearleſs, here and there 
He skipp'd, and ſpoil'd the choiceſt Fare, 
Nibbling with his envenom'd Tooth 
He' tainted ev'ry Diſh forſoo tn: . 
Nothing eſcap'd, that ever lay = 8 
Within this Thievifh: Creature's way, | 
This Runagate, this Houſnold Peſt, | \ 1 
| In ev'ry Place a conſtant Gueſt; 1 N 
Againſt his Thefts there was no Guard =D 
From Walls, nor ſtrongeſt Doors, A . d; 
His Teeth were ſuch, with eaſe he'd make 
A Cranny through for's Belly's ſake, N 
And niceſt Cates on Freecoſt take. 


king rims ol Compiler * this Riot, 
Not all their Wits cou'd keep them quiet, 
The Peſt encreas'd in ev ry Coaſt, _ 
But Wales, alas, ſtill ſuffer d moſt; 


Their 


T AFP I  % Mir ice. 3 
| Their Cheeſe fo ſtrong a Scent did bear, N 
It was diſcover d from afar 1 
By th' Mice, (which in ſagacious smell q 
All other Quadrupedes excel; )) | 
Nor would they, as in other things, 
Leave Cheeſe with little Nibblings, 
| Wheneer ſuch Victuals they could fall on, 
They daily gnaw'd out Holes, not ſmall ones, 
But ſuch, as ſerv'd the greedy Mouſe 

Both for a Dinner, and a Houſe, 
| Vext to the Guts, each Welchman ſees 

His beſt, and deareſt Friend, ſtrong Cheeſe 

Thus ſpoil'd; by Rage to Madneſs drove, 


Oer Tops of Hills they frantick rove, 5880 
|  Puftle from one Place to another, 


And reſtleſs keep a mighty-Pother, 
Their Minds of Grief were never fullern 
And Welch (you know) are prone to Choller, 
Their Breaſts are boiling ſtill with „ 
And naturally ſoon take fire; | 
You'ld ſwear, their flaſhy Diſpoſition | 
Had Sulphur in its Compoſition z 
Which, as their Fingers it anoints, 
7 Tinures er Souls, as wall as ne, 65; 


So. A iy on, N Oath 
5 They to each other plight their Troth, e 


= Tarri 5 Matter pie bf 
For "ek St. David's ſake, and vow d | 
To take the Felon's forfeit Blood. | 
Ay marry would they; but what War. 
This fly Offender to betray, ke: 
Ho beſt his Ravage to 8 45 55 
Does Welchmens Wit as yet excel 


Nor is it in Grimalkin's Pow'r, 


O ales, to keep thy Farms ſecure, 


It does her Cunning much ſurpaſs 
To help you in this diſmal Caſe; _ 
In vain ſhe creeps with ſtealing Feet 
Their lurking Cavities to beſet, 
In vain lays Ambuſh for em, hoping 
Jo catch em from their Holes eloping ; 
The Mouſe by being ſmall defies her, 
Who, than his Foe, is ſo much wiſer, 0 
By how much he can underſize her; X 
 Whene'er by chance they ſee Puſs purring 
Over their Holes, they won't be ng, 
But back retire to Caverns hollow, 
And winding ſo, poor Puſs can't follow ; - 
From whence their Noſe they hardly peep out, 
Much leſs attempt ever to creep out; 
Nor dare, until their Foes forſake _ 
Their Camp, the leaſt Excurſions make, | "2 
Till watchtul Puſs would diſappear, 
And with her, all they had to fears 


T 0 pet's Maſter-pitce. 5 


4 So th! Welch of Old (nor think it hard, ; 

FE wh to be to Mice comp .r d.) 

Play'd hect'ring Cæſar a Trick ſeur vy, 
Wbo'd turn'd the whole World topfie- -turvys 

This domineerirg Ragamnſ» 

Got part of Britam too by's huffing; 

Vet fo the Welchmen a him laugh, 

In cunning Corners lying ſafe Is 

On Hills, where he could ne er aſſail em 
So high, the De'el himſelf can't ſcale em; 

So 'midſt their craggy Rocks they hide em, 
From Blood, and Slaughter, on each fide em; 
And though to Conquer him too much is, 
They kept themſelves out of his Clutches: 
Hence boaſt they Caſtles ne er demoliſh'd, | 

Language ſo old, it ne'er was poliſh'd, 

Nor alter'd once, (for they are able 

To prove it was the ſame at Babel,) 

And Pedigrees ſo long, they hold their 
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Now when Grimalkin aid no good, 
But crafty Mice her Wiles withſtood, 
Now Britons of all Hope bereft 
From this Allie, what way was left? 
They call a Council out of hand I 
In th fartheſt Point of all the Land 


T AFFIS Maler i. 


3 now a Town in Ruins. lies, 


Its Mitre, Titles, Dignities, + 


And they with Tears tell all, who 1 


Here, here alas, St. David's was! 


For haſte the Welckmen ſweat and Reelter 5 Ee ha 


9. 


Running down hither helter skelter, 
The Nobles, Gentlemen appear d. 
And thoſe with Brimſtone all beſmear'd, 


The vulgar Sort, (nor think that. ſtrange, Fg 


For * good agunſt the * . 5 


5 The Senior then with Beard in Faſhion, I, : 
N 80 long, the Goats of his own Nation 1 


Envy'd the dangling Decoration; 


With running Scurf (the Itch I wiſt) 
Spread o' er his Phiz, and: Mutton- Fiſt» 
Impair'd by Age, the fiſt of all 
Stands up in th' middle of the Hall, 
Where's ſet a Pillar, (call'd by moſt 
The Cambro-Britiſh Scrubbing-Poſt. 


dCauſe here they rub, themſelves to eaſe; 


| Plagu'd with their Country's known Diſcaſe,) 
| Leaning thereon his itching Shoulders, 
Conſpicuous to all Beholders, 


And wiping th Snivel from his Whiskers, 


Preparing thus a ſtutt'ring Diſcqurſe, _ 


With Voice as hoarſe, as Crow' s in Gutters, 7998 
= Theſe Words with baſty' Vi lence ſplutters: 


Gentle - 


* APFI'S * Maſter: piece. | 


" Ointlemen all, I'd band you know, 


.* We ſpeak not of an open Foe, 


But tis a Cheeſe· deſtroy ing Felon, f 
That I am now, dear Friends, to tell on 3 
No Foreign Enemy we fear, . 

The Hiſchief's greater, cauſe more near: 


To kill this Gueſt, ſo formidable; 


Alas l. cloſe by us at our Table. 


Sirs, ler's contrive (if we're all able) | 8 5 


Shall this ſly plfring Animal 

Thus domineer againſt us al: | 

A Mouſe thus rant it with Tyranny ? 
Conſider, Gentlemen, ſo many, 


Tou in long Robes, right werthy Orders, 


Aldermen, Mayors, and you Recorders, 
(To whom your. Country, than your Blood, | 


Is dearer,) do us now ſome good 5 


If any Hope as yet remains, 


Set Wits to work, and eaſe our Pains: 


80 may your Memory and Glory 


For cver be renown'd in Story, 


While Name of great Cadwalader 
Is cnanted torth | in Ballad here. 


This mid. he from his pocket drawing 
Some mouldy Scraps Mouſe had been grawing, 

., Offals, of's Stealth Remembrances, — 85 

Sad Tokens of his Grievances, „ | 
„ „%%% On 


"Y 'T AF FI's ; Maſter-piece. 
on bit of Cheeſe the Wily Spark 
Shews of his Teeth the very Mark : 
This play d the Duce among em all, 
And ftirr'd afreſh each Briton's Gall; 
Like Gun-powder, they all take Fire, 
As Cheeſe, and Country, both inſpire: 
Revenge, Revenge, they {plutt'ring cry d, 
Nay, ſwore, and vow'd it too befide; _ 
They'll kill theſe Mice that ſo provoke em, 
| They'll do, they know not what, they'll choak am: 
Thus boils their Gall, and each Man's Skull 7 
Of Traps (in Embrio Fe: is full. EE 


But, oh 1 1 the Man, wha lucky nde, 
The Machine to Perfection brought. 
Set him, I pray, above all others, 

(Though he himſelf hath Elder Brothers.) 


1 Taff his Name; none can out- do him. 


Nor Wales e er bore an Equal to him 
For Senſe ; this ready-witted Blade, 
A White or Blackſmith too by Trade, 

(Vet a ſharp Miniſter of State, 

Although a Smith, III tell you that,) 

Raiſing from three - foot Stool his Weck 
ON Erects himſelf, and makes this Speech: 


"+ of Cheeſe, the Glory of our Nation, N 
Our Food too, come to Deſolation, 2 


4 Ar Maſterpiece 9 
7 By Fove, who rules the Regions upper, 


All Wales muſt go without a Supper; 


Nay more (what makes the Matter worſe, is). 
Nobles muſt loſe their ſecond Courſes, | 
Or the beſt Part of 't, Cheeſe, the Treat, i 

: Which ge a Reliſh to their Meat. 


Since then; to au the Fos is found 
No way by you of Senſe profound; 
Since your Welch Courage ſtill comes ſhort off, 
And Puſs is only made a Sport of; | 
I, but a Smith, will put my Hand too, 
And try what my Invention can do; 
A cunning Engine, fly Deceit, 
I hope to make, ſhall do the Feat: 
And Foes who cares how we 1208 0 er, : 
Whether * W 0 or r Valour | . 


While aß bene his n new + Invention, 5 


He's heard by all with great Attention; 
They at him ftare, around him preſs, 


And Eccho'ing Hums their Joys expreſs: 


This drowns the other's, and he's proudeft, 

Who ſhew'd moſt Joy by humming loudeſt; 

(For Hums in Wales their liking ſhews, 
As did among the Greeks Zo90s:) 


Yet of their Safety very jealous, 


- Tp lugg þ him * the * ſaying. relus; 1 
B VVV 


10 Tarr1i's Maſter-piece. 
Wwe ſtand on Thorns, till we have heard, 


| Whether or no thou haſt not jeer' d; 


Explain our Hopes, rais'd by thy promiſe, | 


= Whence baſt thou bund to enen Mice? 1 


Then * who was to cure thels odd Il, 5 
_ Firſt rowſing Wit by ſcratching Noddle; 
(For Itch makes Scratching all the Faſhion, 
Among the Cambro-Britiſh Nation,) 

In ſmiling ſort, with Grin ſevere. _ 

Firſt ſtretch'd his Chops from Ear to Ear; 
Then clos'd the Port-hole of his Jaws: = 
And thus, without a longer Pawſe, 


| Cries, whence I learn'd my Wit, an't pleaſe ye. 


; 1 ſhall os. 8 in Terms moſt eaſie, 


As I laſt Night i in Bed 5 ſnoring, | 
So loud I made the very Floor ring; _ 
When Sleep as faſt had clos'd my Peepers, | : 
As any of the ſeven Sleepers; 
A Valiant Mouſe, led, I ſuppoſe, 
Thither by his unerring Noſe; | 
Which from my ſav'ry Mouth could ſmell ye 
My laſt Night's Supper in my Belly, 


| Cheeſe undigeſted ; and fo crept, 3 


As I with Mouth wide open flept, 
Through the unguarded Paſs along. 
* with venom'd Claws my Tongue: ES 


£0 Now | 


T AFFI'S } Mares Piece. „ 
Now he d have enaw'd my very Tripes, 0. 
And giv'n me the Belly-Gripes, s 
Regabd himſelf with my laſt Supper. 
Not yet deſcended to my Crupper; 
Nay, rummag'd ſo within my Throat, 
My Life had ſurely gone to Pot, 
Had I not, on a ſudden waking, 
Finding my ſelf in piteous taking; 
As back again he try'd to jump, 
My Grinders faften'd in his Rump: 
So in my Jaws the Foe entrapping. | 
Ho, Ho, Sir Mouſe, I've catch'd you napping, 7 
Thought IJ, but durſt not tell him fo, * 
Leſt ſpeaking I had let him go; 
But held him, when I'd got him in 
| wy Mouth, a ſure tenacious 915. | 


Thus, Sire, I firſt found out, bung e doc | 
That to betray a Mouſe was poſſible : : 
My Mouth's the Model, whence T'!! make 
: A Priſon, hence my Hint I take, 
_ Taught by the Mouſe himſelf this Truth, 
Luckily caught within my Tooth; 
I'm pretty ſure I cannot miſs on 
Snares to ſucceed, a certain Priſon, 
O ſtrange! yet true; by what odd Chances 
© Great Fove works out Deliverances! 


12 Taryn! s later pics . 
How muſt Man wonder, when he pauſes 

On the dark Chain of ſecond Cauſes ! 

The very Mouſe which wou'd undo us, 
Spight of his Teeth, ſhews Safety tous; 
And, like the ruſty Spear, is found 

Which cur'd, as well as gave the Wound. o 

Then, oh my Friends, let's not diſdain 

From ſuch a Maſter Wit to gain; 

If Foes themſelves teach how t' un-do 'em, 
Let's own, we're all beholding to *em. 


Thus having ſplutter d out his Speech, 

He to the Company turn'd his Breech, 

And homeward ran; the Croud all follow, | 
With loud Huzza's they whoop and hallove 3 „ 

And Prayersſfly up as thick as Hail. 
That his * my aac 


To his own Farm ** 3 Man hies, 
Telling the News to all he ſpies; 
To th' ſmoaky Houſhold-Gods in th* Nook 

They tell, how they from Taff look 
For wond'rous Things; now fay in order 

How he the Mice deſigns to murder; 


.— 


q 
1Þ 
=. 

8 
"a 
. 

5 
© —=I 
* 
R 
1 
E \ : 
We 
=p 

* 
Wt 
AK 
* 
3 
I 
* 
| 
"= 
1 
* 

5 
= 
” 
"0 
* 
oe. 
es, 

1 

N. 
8 
x 
<8 
* 
N. | 
q 4 
8 
Oh : 
2 
. 
Se : 
F 
.v x 
* 
8 ! 
: 
2 
* 
1 
- : 
by 
* 8 
F 
: 
4 1 
. * 
: * 
: - 
: Pr 
1 - 
4 * 
* 
v 
1 Kos - 
= 
. * 

& 

2 

1 

C 

f 

r k 

4 

K 
. 

. 


Io favour Plots ſo great, ſo wiſe ones, 


T APFFI'S ; Maſter ject.” 1 
Then to the Gods make their Orizons, S 


And ſuch, as all their Hope. relies on. 


The Cats to p think of Mouſe being thrott!'s, 
skipp'd round, as if they were betwattPd: 
And (who would think it?) Dairy Maids, 

Though very skilful at their Trades, 

Could not gripe in the nimble Curd, 

For (ſure as you're alive) it ſtirr d; 


Nay flew, like Wild-fire round the Houſez | 
8 | Sure + on of the Death. of Mouſe, 


4 | Now Taff ſets i in : tobt. | 
About his Work both Hand and Foot; 
And by Dame Pallas Help and Art, 


(bo loves a Joiner in her Heart,) 


With much ado, by lucky Hap, 
Hammers me out a pretty Trap : 
A nice, a cunning Machine truly, 
(If you will view it round but duly,) 
| Of Art a new invented Piece, 
A Tragi-comick Ædifice. 


| But, Muſe, go on, if Time be vacant; 

Sing (for thou know'ſt it well) the Make on % 
Diſplay the New-born Infant Fabrick, 

(Not made of Stone, nor yetof a Brick.) . NG 
zZ 8 I. 


© BY Tarrn's Maſter-piece 
Tell us, 1 pray, if th' can'ft remember, 
The whole Deſign, and ev'ry Member. 
Two half Inch Boards he plain 'd and — d, 
Exactly fitted, and prepar'd ; 
Then made em, when he'd ready got em, 
This for a Cov' ring, that a Bottom. | 


Both fides the cunning Cur envir'ns, 


With Rows of Wires made of Ir'n, 
(Though Boards he might have done it with ; 
Conſider, Sirs, Taff's a Smith ; ) | 
Thus props it up in Order ſolemn, 
Like Houſe, ſupported by ſmall Columns: 
© The Entrance ready ſtood wide open 
A treach'rous Place for Mice to hop in; 
Yet, far from threatning them with Evil, 
It promis'd Entertainment civil: 
But there's a miſchievous Trap- door, 
Which do's the Entrance hover o'er, , 
That's ſet, fly Mouſe, for thy Undoing, 
And is defign'd to be thy Ruinz; 
Hung looſe, like * hat- d ye- call- him s Sword, 
By a ſmall Thread, upon my Word: | 
(So buſy Fates, as they report all, 
. Spin Threads for Mice as well as Mortals.) 


lt * 3 , — 
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Then caſt your Eye on Part that's over, 
About the Middle of the Cover, "1 
There's ſet upright a neat-turn'd Stick, 
On top of which is cut a Nick. 
So deep, that (quid ingenium poſit 9 
Another little one lies croſs it, 
Plac'd there in Aquilibrio, 
| Juſt Mathematically ſo; _ 
The Door at this end till being lifted, | 


As much as that i is downwards ſhifted; 


For to this Stick is ty'd the Door, 
Though I forgot to fay't before: ) 
Within the Dome there down does * 

Let through a Loop- hole at the Top, 

A ſlender Wire, hung looſely fo, 
The leaſt Touch wags it to and fro: 

The lower End of it is crooked, 

To hold the Bait, on purpoſe hooked; 

Th' other the croſs Stick down does preſs, 

Put treach'rouſly, as you may gueſs, 

Juſt at the fartheſt Point for th' Nonce, | 

That th Door may fall down all at once; 

When eder the nibbling Foes begin, 

To gnaw the fatal Meat within, 

Lets go its hold at their approach, 

And makes em rue the lighteſt Touch, 

For that will do the Feat; no Tricker 
Makes Guns go ſurer off, or quicker. 


_ Tarer's Maſter-piece. 


I dare fay balf as ſtrong again; 


16 Taryr's Maſter-piece. 


| Now he hath brovght it to this Criſis, 
Taff moſt careful, and moſt nice is, 
To hang on pendent Hook 4 Bait, 

That Mice will ſurely nibble at; 

so make what's giv'n to feed their Bodies 
Betray to Death the greedy Nod die:: 
Then he well knowing to his Coſt, 
That Cheeſe is what delights em moſt, 
That is prepar' d, nay toaſted is 
(Leſt his Experiment ſhould miſs,) _ 
By th Fire, which makes it ſmell a main, 


Fo ftrong, far diſtant Mice will come, 
| Allur'd by th' Scent, to find their Doom: 


And now the famous Night drew near, 
To be remember'd ev'ry Ver. 
| When Taffi ſtretching him, and yawning, 
Lies down to ſleep till next Day's dawning ; 
vet cloſe by's Pillow firſt does clap 
His dear beloved Friend, the Trap: 
And, having ſuch a Safe · guard near, 
lle ſlept ſecure from any Fear; 
No Dread of th? Mice did him{encumber, 
Or n. bis 2 Slumber. 


. Now 


To A PFI's Maſter-piece. 


[ESD Now the whole Gang from Caverns Row 
And, finding Taff faſt afſeep, 


With Joy the Thieviſh Raſcals come, 
And dance the Hay about the 1 
All being huſh, they pry about 


7 Each Corner, now as Lions * RA Fr 2 
- Darkneſs their roguiſh Tricks concealing, _ 
(For Night's the fitteſt Time to ſteal in.) 


Then one, the Captain of the Rout, 
Fiam' d for a nice diſcerning Snout, 
Fit for a General L'Il maintain it, 
Though born under a luckleſs Planet, 
Soon as the grateful Scent he found, 


Wich th' toaſted Cheeſe difſus'd around. 


To's Enemy's Camp inveigl'd was, 
| Where Trap was ſet to keep the Paſs: 
Then runs he to the Sides full butt, 
But finds the wir'd Bars ſo fhut, 
Through 'em he ſcarce his Noſe can put. 
Yet, angry at this baſe Denial, 7 
He ſwears, he'll make a ſecond Trial 2 
o round the Irn Fence he goes, 
And Snaffs, and tries it with his Noſe; 
At laſt, with his ſagacious Whiskers, 
He finds the 
And now the T 
Ho, ho, ns be, I U * in * 


3 


r ſet ope for his Courſe : 
hops over, 


* 


Tre 


1 T API. Alete. 


Tve got my Wiſh, the Cheeſe Ill ſeize on; 


Nebler dreaming he was in a Priſon, 
A Place, from whence he could hope never 
To ſcape with Life, and Limb, out clever: 


So hugs himſelf, devours the Bait, 


And hurries off his certain Fate. 


Taff, awaken'd with the Clatter : 


The falling Door made, gueſs' 4 the Matter; 5 
And on his Elbow up- right fits 
8 Ready, for Joy, to loſe his Wits; 
Then up he Jumps, and ſtrikes a Light, 
To ſee, if he'd ſucceededright; 
Nor can he ſleep till thus ſecur'd, 


What Gueſt he's got in 0p immur'd. 


3 a the Mouſe i is wad to thi Guts, 


Io find himſelf cloſe Pris'ner ſhut, 
| Scratching with's Claws, he each Place try d on t, 
Now knocks his Head to ev'ry fide on't ; 


Then through the Wir'd ſides does peep out, 


Endeavouring. in vain, to creep out; 


Nay bites the Ir'n for Rage, not Hunger, 


- — ror d, than all his 5 Tuſhes ſtronger. 


80 3 Boars do grunt ot foam 


| When (Toils b'ing ſet twixt them and Home,) 
Driv'n by Dogs they run and ſcamper, 
5 Till i in the Cords themſelves they hamper: 


They 
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They ſtruggle ſo, you'd think em able | 
| To tear the Nets, though thick as Cable, 
While Dogs ſtand barking round, and plague * em. 
They are to them a very May Game; * 
Vet ſtand at Bay, to yield are loth, 
And all around 'em throw their Froth : 
| Inſtead of Armour, I proteſt, 
Upon their brawny Back and Breaſt, 
The Briſtles ſtand an End for Madneſs, 
Twould fright a Man in ſober Sadneſs. 


As ſoon as &er the dawning Twilight, 
Next Morn began to make the Sky light, 
 Welchmen in Swarme, as thick as Flies, 7 
Came ſcow'ring down each Precipice; _ 
Running, you'd ſwear they'd break their Neck, 
So out of Breath, they could not ſpeak s 
For this new Feat around was blown, 


Soon as, if not before 'twas dons, ©. a .- R | 1 
" Yer did thi Tillage pioted” 50 5. lb 


From Meſſengers, not fam'd for Speed; 
An Aſs I mean, aſluggiſh Creature, 
| In this Caſe contradicting's Nature, 
In earneſt laid his Shoulders to't Man, 
And run like any running Footman 3 
Skips up the Hills, and ſcow'rs along * em 
| Brisker than e er a Goat among 'em: N 
Then 
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Then, when he had the higheſt found, 
From whence he might be heard afound, : 
Straining his Lungs in hoarſer ſort, 

Than a Welch Cryer in a Court, 
Three times aloud thy Name he brays, 
And, Taffi, thy fam'd Acts diſplays; 
Great Joys toev'ry Mortal living, 
Enough to merit a Thankſgiving. 


And little lower was the Owl, | 
Though thought a heavy-winged Fowl, 
(Of b'ing Welch Envoy ſhe'd the Honour 
Fer ſince that time confer'd upon her,) 
Who through each Hamlet all the Night, 
With Wings unwearied, takes her Flight; 
Then hoots it out in th' Market-Places, 
And ev'ry Street thro' which ſhe paſſes: 

She thumps the Windows with her Beak, 
Fore-boding Fun'rals with her Shriek; 
Th' impending Fate of Mice ſhe teaches, 
And whooping cries their Dying - Speeches. 


| Now all the Mountains, as tis ſaid, 
Without a Mid-wife brought to Bed, 


85 Produce of Welchmen many a Hundred, 
Had you been there, you would have wondred ; 5 


Many from Merionith went, 
From finn. a Regiment; 5 
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: From ey'ry Place Man, Maid and Child, 


Scow'r out, as if they all were wild? 

From Bangor with i its See, and Mitre; 

| Caermarthen too, pray do it right here: 

Tell how 'twas famous (you've heard of it) 
For Birth of Merlin, that old Prophet. | 
All from Glamorgan ran away, 


| Whole Fields yield Store of Corn and Hays 


And thoſe, who can, when they are dry, 
So quench their Thirſt at River Wye 3 _ 


With all thoſe, How-d'ye-call 'ems (rot em, 


| Their Names ſo hard are, I've forgot * 
Thoſe ſturdy Louts about Montgomery, 

Devourers of Cheeſe, and Flummery. , 

Now Taff, not a little proud 

To ſee about him ſuch a Croud; _ | 

Careful that none their Aim ſhould miſs on, 
He ſhews around the Mouſe in Priſon, 


pulls him by th' Tail, and makes him juftle 


_ His Head to th' Sides, and keep a Buſtle: 
And then, that all the Crowd may hear him, 
Does thus in Terms * jour him. 1 


= * vain, you ml you mike a Pother, 105 


55 Running from one ſide to the other, 


My lucky Stars have ſo decreed, _ 
| You, my firſt Sacrifice, ſhall bleed ; 


Vo 


— 


"You 2 take Hanſel of my Altar. 
(And no Thief more deſerves a Halter;) 
Nay, with your Blood remarkable, 


II ſtain my Cup-boards, Stools and Table: e 


No Hopes for thy Eſcape is found, * 
For, Faith, I have thee in Lob's Pound; S 


| As ſafe within one Row of Ir'ns, 5 1 
As thoſe whom Syx nine times envir ns 
Deaf to all Pray'rs, they'll ſtop your running. 


And hold you faſt for all your Cunning. 
| You Rogue, as you deſerve, ſhall ſuffer, 
For filching Cheeſe, and other Stuff here: 
You die, when; eber I ope the Gate, 


1 Tour Goal and Life have the ſame Date. | 


BY "Oe" had he gain. d his Oration, | 


hut Puſs hops down in Sportive Faſhion 


From fide of Thatch, which was moſt _ 
And ſtraight amongſt em all does run ye 3 
Where Fat, and Idle, many a day, 


5 With Legs ftretch'd ours * wan 17. 


N Soon Ss the G Mouſe eſpy 

5 (For Mice, you know, have a ſharp Eye,) 
His Foe with threat'ning Claws draw near, 
And pricks his Ears upright for Fears 


Himſelf all in.a Heap he ſhrinks, 


As when he lay in hollow Chinks; 
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is Back between his-Noſe and Ramp, : 
He {ets in round Æſopick Crumps 


70 The Hair upon 1 it ſtares and frizzles, 


And ſtands an End, as Riff as Briſtle:- 
Nor dares he now from's Goal elope. 
Though Paſs was clear'd, and Door ſet ope; 


But finding, much to his Affliction, 


(Though it may ſeem a Contridiction,) | 
His Priſon was the Place, where he 


Could only hope for Liberty, - 


With Tooth and Nail he huggs his Chain, 
_ Clings cloſe with all his Might and Main; 
With griping Claws now ftrives to ay. 
As much as once to get away: 
Tet out with much ado he thruſt is, 
And Puſs, ſtern Miniſter of Juſtice, 
Leaps on her Prey, as ſwift as Arrow 
From Bow, or Kite to ſeize on Sparrow; 
Firſt him with Corniſh Hugg enfolds, 
Struggling in vain to break her Hold. 
Then gives him many a hard, and coarſe Kiſs, 
Much worſe, than what we call a Horſc-Kiſs. 


Thus he from Pillar unto Poſt, 
Without a Minute's Reſt, is toſt; 
While Puſs, in proud triumphant Manner, 
| * her TW inſtead of Banner; 
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Wagging it round in nimble Folds, 
As full of Joy as ſhe can hold 

And bouncing round her Adverſary, 

In twenty ſeveral Poſtures merry, 
Skips up and down, and lightly hops, 

As any Dancer of the Ropes:  _ 
Now on her Belly lies to watch hi, fits 
Ready, if Mouſe ſhould run, to catch him. ü 
And then, as if afraid to ſcratch him, 
With gentle Claws, the Hypocrite | 
Stroaking his Neck o'er very light, 

Of real Kindneſs acts the Part out 
: ils the def igus to tear his Heart out. 


Thus Cruelty ſhe 8 

In various Tricks, and quaint Devices, 
And does the perfect Tyrant pla 
In a jocoſe, and merry way. | 
But now, diſſembling Wrath no longer, 
Weary of trifling, urg'd by Hunger, 
She grinds her Tuſhes, then falls to 
In earneſt, without more adoe, 
And fierce as any unfed Lion 
Her trembling Prey does ſtraightway fly on; 
Nor purrs, but growls aloud, I tell ye, 
From loweſt Caverns of her Belly ; 


„ 
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In mangling manner butchers him 
And tears him Piece-meal Limb. from Limb: 
Nay, with her cruel Teeth all bloody, : 
| She Pe his 3 out . 4 | Body. 


The Croud, which round about hinr. ood, 5 
Seeing the hated Creature's Blood 
In Drops beſmearing all, the Floor. | 
For very Joy do ſhout and roa: 
The Air they fill with clam'rous Noiſe. 
While a ly Dame made up of Voice, 
Echo yclep'd, (whoſe Habitation 
1s faid to be in the Welch Nation,) 
 Redoubles all their Shouts, and bears 
Their Joys aloof to diſtant Ears : 
Brechin, and Snowdon too, and that Hill, no oo 
Lofty Plinlimmon, with 'em rattle ; | 
The Stars too, but alittle higher, 
At ſecond-hand might have the Cry here: 
Nay, Offa's Ditch in Hollow Sounds 
The mighty Din far off re-bounds. 


Thy Name ſhall never be forgot, | | 
Taff, till Wales it ſelf is not; 5 5 
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To this Day Welchmen' 
And Trophies to thy Merit raiſe: 
Each Tear one ſolemn Day does b N 


Thus zealous of their 
They gratefully record thy Name 
Then all in merry Mood are 'crown'd, © + 
With freſh green Lecks aach Noddle's bound; 
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